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A& MOTHER'S SONG.

Wanlle you sleep, I—watching—hear,
Little hearts, how strong you beat
With the pure youny life-blood, sweet,

¥Yrnpolluted yet by fear:

Till my own proud puises leap,
While you sleep.

Hid behind the fast-closed eyes
What entranced dreams must lie!
Many a lovely fantasy
Welled from us who are grown wise—
We, who sometimes watch and weep
While you sleep.

KLittle hands, that closely hold
Favorite toys which soothed your rest;
Here a doll clasped to the breast,

There a book with taie oft told—

All your treasure safe to keep,
‘While you sleep.

While you sleep, the calm dark night

Passes by so cruelly fast.

Little hearts! Time seems so vast,
Love is fain to hold you tight.

One more kiss; away I creep

‘While you sleep.
—Consltance Farmar, in Chambers’ Jour-
nal.

BORN TO SERVE

By Charles M. Sheldon,

Author of ‘‘IN HIS STEPS,’’ ** JOEN KING’S
QUESTION CLASS,’’ **EDWARD
BLAKE,’’ Etc.

(Copyright, 1900, by Charles M. Shebion.)

CHAPTER I.—CONTINUED.

Yet she had herself said many times
during her college course in the study
of social economics that service was a
noble thing. And, as she went up to
her room that night after a long and
tender conference with her mother, in
which the two had grown nearer to-
gether than ever befors, she seemed
to call to mind the many passages of
the New Testament which speak of
Jesus not dnly as a household servant
but even as a “bond servant.” And it
came to her with heaven-born courage
that if the Son of God became “full
grown” through His sufferings en-
dured in ministering to others, why
might it not be the way in which she
and all other of God’s children should
develop their real lives and grow into
power as kings and queens in the King-
dom? It is doubtful if ever before
that evening Barbara had caught a
real glimpse of the meaning of serv-
fce. She did catch something of it
now. She opened her New Testament,
and it was not by chance that she
turned to the passage in Luke, twenty-
second chapter:

“And there arose also a contention
among them which of them is account-
ed to be the greawest. And He said
unto them, The kings of the Gentiles
have lordship over them; and they that
have authority over them are called
benefactors. But ye shall not be so;
bat he that is greater among you, let
him become as the younger, and he
that is chief as he that doth serve. For
whieh is greater, he that sitteth at
meat or he that serveth? Is not he
that sitteth at meat? But Iam in the
midst of you as he that serveth. But
¥ye are they which have continued with
me in my temptations. And I appoint
unto you a kingdom even as my Father
appointed unto me, that ye may eat
and drink at my table in my kingdom.”
(Luke 22:24-29.)

Then she kneeled and prayed:

“Dear Lord, make me fit to serve,
use mé to the glory of Thy kingdom in
the new life before me. Make me
worthy to be a servant, to be like my
Master. Amen.”

So Barbara Clark began her new ex-
perience, which profoundly affected

not only her own life fo: all time to i
come, but the lives of very many other |
souls in the world. And that night she |

slept the sleep which belongs to all
the children of the kingdom, whose
earthly pesce is as the peace of God.

CHAPTER II.
IT IS SWEET TO TOIL.
It was four weeks after Barbara

Clark had been at work as a “hiredi
She was |

girl” in the Ward family.
gitting in her little room at the ! ack
of the house, writing a letter to one
of her classmates in Mt. Holyoke.
She wrote slowly, with many grave
pauses and with an anxious look on
her face.

“The fact 18, Jessle,” the letter went on,
after several pages describing a part of the
four weeks' experience, *““1 have come to
the conclusion that I am not born to be a
reformer. It was all very well when we
studied social economics to have our hero-
fc ideals about putting certain theories into
practice, but it is quite another thing to
do it. I thought when I came here that I
might do some great things; but there are
a0 great things about it, just nothing but
druagery, and thankless drudgery at that.
And yet Mrs. Ward—but I must not say
any more about her. I have stayed out
my month as I agreed to do, and to-mor-
row I am going to let her know that I can-
not stay any longer. I think I shall try a
place in Bondman’s after all. It seems like
& poor sort of position, after all the dreams
we had at Mount Holyoke; but anything
is better than what I have been doing. I
swwould not have mother know this, and I
fave not said as much to her yet. Poor
mother! She must be disappointed in me.
[ am tn myself. I am glad you are so well
guited with your school. There is a good
@deal of the blues in this letter; and, to tell
the truth, it is just as I feel. ‘A Hired Girl
for Four Weeks!" How would it read as
title to a magazine article? I might geta
few dollars for my experiences if I chose to
exploit them. Instead of that, I have given
them to you gratis. Shed a tear for me,
Jessie, over the grave of my little, useless
experiment in practical economics. Your
classmate, BARBARA CLARK.”

Barbara wearily folded the letter,
put it in the envelope, directed it,
stamped it; and then, being hardly
more than a girl, and a very tired
girl, and at the moment one disap-
pointed with herself and all tke
world, she laid her head down on the
little table and cried hard. To tell
the truth, it was not the first. time

. that the little table in the little room
“at the back of the house had seen
- Barbara’s tears since she had come

~ to work at Mrs. Richard Ward’s as a

. *hired girl.”

80 this was. the end of all her he-
oic enthusiasm for serviece. It had
1 turned out in disappeintment. To
in with, the weather had been in-
ely hot all the time. The work
barder in many ways than Bar-

Ward had gone to bed with a succep-
sion of nervous headaches. And so
on with ceaseless recurrence of tbe

drudgery that grew more and more |

tiresome. At the end of the montk
Barbara had summed up everything
and resclutely concluded to leave.

She had not yet gathered courage
to tell Mrs. Ward. The woman had
been very kind to her in many ways.
But she was not well, and there were
days when things had occurred that
almost sickened Barbara when she
recalled them. When she went down-
stairs the next morning after writ-
ing the letter to her former class-
mate, Barbara had fully made up her
mind, not only to give notice of her
intention to leave, but to give Mrs.
Ward all her reasons why she could
not work as a *“hired girl” any longer.

About ten o’clock in the forenoon
Mrs. Ward came into the kitchen for
something, and Barbara, with a feel-
ing that was almost fear, spoke to
her as she was turning to go back
into the dining-room.

“I ought to tell you, Mrs.
that I have decided to leave you.
month is up to-day, and I—"

Mrs. Ward looked at her in amaze-
ment.

“What! You are going to leave? |
Why, we are more than satisfied with

Ward,
My

you!”

“But I am not with you or the
place!” replied Barbara, so spiritedly |
that it was the nearest to an exhibi- |
tion of anger that Mrs. Ward had |
ever seen in her, during the whole
month.

Mrs. Ward sunk down In a chair,
and a look of despair came over her |
face as she lookeq at Barbara. Bar-|
bara, with a white face and trembling !
hands, went on with her work at the ;
table. She was preparing some dishé
for baking.

“Why—what—haven’t we been kind |
to you? Haven't the wages—Mr.!
Ward was saying to me this morning |
that we ought to give you more. I
am sure,” Mrs. Ward continued eager-
ly, noting Barbara’s set expression,
“I am sure we would be glad to make |
it four and a half a week, or possibly
ﬁ‘ve.’.

“It’s not that,” answered Barbara, |
in a low voice. She took up the dish
and put it in the oven, and then, after
a moment of hesitation, she sat down |
and looked at Mrs. Ward very|
gravely.

“What is it,
asked hopelessly.

“Do you want me to tell you all
the reasons I have for Ileaving?”
Barbara asked the question

then?” Mrs. Wardf

with a|
touch of the feeling she had already |
shown. i

“Have you made out a list?” Mrs. |
Ward asked carelessly. It was that |
characteristic of the woman that had |
oftenest tried Barbara. |

“Yes, I have,” replied Barbara; and |
she added, with a different tone, as if |
she had suddenly put a check on her
temper: “Mrs. Ward, I don’'t want |
to leave you without giving you good |
reasons. That would not be fair,'
either to you or to me.” |

“I ought to know,” replied Mrs. ]
Ward, slowly. She still looked at Bar-|
bara sharply, and Barbara could not
tell exaetly what the woman was
really thinking.

“Then, in the first place,” began
Barbara, “my room is the hottest
room in the house. It is right over
the kitchen, it has no good ventila-
tion, and it is not attractive in any

”»

{
|
|

“I DON'T MIND IT DURING THE
WEEK.”

way as a room at the close of a hard
day’s work.”

“It is the room my girls have al-
ways had.” Mrs. Ward spoke quickly
and angrily.

“Maybe that is one reason you have
had so many,” said Barbara, grimly.
The memory of the hot nights spent
in the little back room framed Bar-
bara’s answer.

Mrs. Ward started to her feet.
“This is impertinence,” she said,
while her cheeks grew red with an-
ger.

“It is the truth! You asked me to
give my reasons for leaving. That is
one of them,” replied Barbara, calm-
ly. “It is true of a good many other
houses in Crawford, too. The small-
est, least attractive, poorest room in
the house is considered good enough
for the girl. I know it isn’t true of
a great many houses that furnish as
comfortable a room for the servant
as for any other member of the fam-
ily. But it is true of this house. I
am pot blaming you for it, but who-
ever made the house for the express
purpose of planning to give the hired
girl of the house that particular
room, which in this case kappens to
be the hottest, most uncomfortable
room in the building.”

Mrs. Ward sat down, and again
looked at Barbara keenly. Her anger
vanished suddenly, and she said, with
a faint smile: “I don’t knosy but you
are right about that. Will you go

| What shall he do?

| Barbara at once.

| light.

{tnnﬂycimle?"

went on, slowly, “I have not had any
regular hours of work. Four nights
this week I worked until ten o’clock.
Three nights last week I sat up until
11 with the children while you and
Mr. Ward went to entertainments or
were out to dinner.”

“But what shall we do?” Mrs. Ward
suddenly cried out despairingly.
“Some one must stay with the chil-
dren. And Mr. Ward and I have so-
cial duties we cannot neglect. I am
sure we go out very little compared
with other people.”

“I can’t answer your questions,”
Barbara replied. “But I know one
reason why I feel like leaving is be-
cause I never know whether my work
is going to end at eight or nine or ten
or eleven o’clock. There is no regu-
lar hours of labor in a hired girl's
life, in this house.”

“Neither are there any regular
hours of labor in a mother’s life in a
home,” said Mrs. Ward, quietly. “Is
your burden harder than mine? Or
is it any harder than your own will
be if you ever have a home and chil-
dren as I have?”

The sudden question smote Bar-
bara as a new one, and in a moment
she felt conscious of an unthought of
problem in the social economics of
housekeeping. She had not thought
it all out, as she had told her mother.
If the home life was never to be free
from the necessary drudgery of life,
why should she complain if in the
course of service in a family exact

| hours and limits of service could not |

very well be determined?
somewhat troubled in her mind to
have the question thrust upon her

{ just now. She was not prepared for it.

“In any case,” she finally said, re-
luctantly, “the hours are so long and
so uncertain that—"

“But you have Thursday afternoon |

and npearly all of Sunday. You have
more real leisure than I have.”

“But you would not be willing to
change places with me?” Barbara
asked, looking at Mrs. Ward doubt-
fully.

“It is not a question of changing
places. I simply want you to see that

| in the matter of time you are not
But go on with the other

And Mrs. Ward folded her |
| hands in her lap with a resigned air

abused.
~easons.”

that made Barbara wince a little, for

what she was going to say mnéxt

would in all probability anger her.
“Another reason why I have decided

| to leave is the Sunday work. During

T

the four Sundays have been here

x

! you have invited in several friends

to Sunday dinner. This makes Sun-
day morning my hardest day.”

“It has happened so this last month,
that is true,” Mrs. Ward confessed
reluctantly; “but it has been rather
unusual. In three instances I remem-
ber the gentlemen invited were par-
ticular business friends of Mr. Ward,
and he was anxious to please them,
and invited them home with him
from church rather than send them
to a hotel. But such social courtesies
are a part of a man’s home life.
Never invite a
friend home to dinner for fear of
Giving the girl a little extra trouble?”

“I don’t mind it during the week,”
Barbara replied. thoughtfully, “but it

{ does not seem to me to be just the

thing on Sunday. A gocd many fam-
ilies make it a rule not to have ex-
tra Sunday dinners. Do you think it
is quite fair?”

“We haven’t time to discuss it. Go
on,” Mrs. Wagd answered, not sharp-
ly, as Barbara thought she might.
There were traces of tears in the
older woman’s eyes that disarmed

to subside, and the attempt to mnar-
rate her grievances in their o~ger was
helping her to see thex. in tneir just
Besides, Barbara had received
some new ideas since she sat down to
give her reasons for leaving. 'The
next time she spoke it was with a
feeling of doubt as to her position.

“There is another thing that I have
felt a good deal, Mrs. Ward. You
have asked me to give reasons. You
will not think me rude if I go on?"

“I asked you to go on,” Mrs. Ward
replied, smiling feebly.

“Well, during the four weeks I have
been in the family, you have never
invited me to come into the family
worship, and you have never asked
me to go to church with you, al-
though I told you when I came that
I was a member of a Christian Iin-
deavor society in Fairview before we
moved to Crawford. 1 don’t mina so
much being left out of the church
services, but I cannot get over the
feeling that as long as I am a hired
servant I have no place, so far as my
religious life is concerned, in the fam-
ily where I serve.”

Contrary to Barbara’s expectation,
Mrs. Ward did not reply at once; and,
when she did, her voice was not an-
gry. It was, rather, a sorrowful
statement that gave Barbara reason
to ask herself still other questiors.

“There are some places in a family
that are sacred to itself. Mr. Ward
has always said that he thought the
hour of family devotions was one of
the occasions when a family had a
right to be all by itself. Of course,
if friends or strangers happen to be
present in the home, they are invited
into this inner circle, but not as =
right, only as a privilege. We have
had so many girls in the house who
for one reason and another would not
come into worship, even if asked, that
for several years we have not asked
them. But the main reason iz Mr.
Ward’s. Is there to be no specially
consecrated hour for the family in
its religious life? Is it selfish to wish
Tfor one spot in the busy day sacred
to the home cirecle alone?”

Barbara was silent. “I have not
wished to intrude into your family
life. I only felt hungry at tiaes to
be recognized as a religious being
with the rest of you. Would my oc-
casional presence have totally de-
stroyed the sacred nature of your

She was |

The execitement of |
| her nervous tension was beginning

sighed Mrs. Ward. “I have onty given
you Mr. Ward’s reason. He feels
quite strongly about it. As %o the
church. Do you think I ought to in-
vite my servant to go with me?”

“] would if you were working for
me,” replied Barbara, beldly, for she
was on sure ground now, to her own
mind.

“Are you sure?”

T know I would,” Barbara replied,
with conviction.

Mrs. Ward did not answer, but sat
looking at Barbara thoughtfully. Bar
bara rose and looked into the oven,
changed a damper, and then went
over to the table and stood leaning
against it.

“Your other reasons for leaving?”
Mrs. Ward suddenly asked. As she
asked it, Carl came into the kitchen
and went up to Barbara.

“I want a pie. Make me & pie, Bar-
bara, won't you?” he asked, climbing
up into a chair at the end of the table
and rubbing his hands into the flour
still on the kneading-board.

Barbara smiled at him, for they
were good friends, and she had
grown very fond of the child.

“Yes, if your mother thinks best
|and you will sit down there like a
{ good boy and wait a little.” Carl at
| once sat down, only begging that he
{ might have the dish that Barbara had
 used to mix eggs and sugar in.

“I have told nearly all the reasons,
| I think,” Barbara answered slowly,
land she turned toward Mrs. Ward.

| “Of course, there is always the rea-
son of the social loss. I don't know
any of the young women in Craw-
ford; but, if I did, T do not think
that any of those who have money
or move in social circles would speak
to me or recognize me for myself if
| they ever knew I wax a servant.”
|  Mrs. Ward did not answer. Barbara
. silently confronted her for a moment,
(and it was very still in the kitchen
except for the beating of Carl’s spoon
on the inside of the cake-dish.

“And then, of course, I see no op-
| portunity ever to be anything but a
hired girl. How long would you want
me to work for you, Mrs. Ward, as I
have been doing for the last four
weeks?”

“Indefinitely, I supj ose,” answered
| Mrs. Ward, frankly.
[To Be Continued.]

SULPHUR MATCH WON BATTLR
An lnterestln;r;cident of the Battle
Between the Germans and French
at Gravelotte,

It is said that at the battle of
Gravelotte, during the Franco-Prus-
sian war, there was for some hours at
a critical point of the field an appear
ance of greater success on tae part of
the French than of the Germans. Voz
Moltke had been made awuare of the
perilous position of his forces in that
quarter, and he hurried to the spot.
For some time it was observed by those
around him that he appeared much
more anxious than usual. He gained a
prominent position, where he was
greatly exposed to the enemy’s fire.
He held his cigar between two fingers
of his left hand, from time to time
striking a fusee and applying it to the
weed, but always neglecting to put the
cigar between his lips. When the
crisis of the day was evidently ap-
proaching the last fusee had been
burnt, and nothing but the cold ashes
of Moltke’s cigar remained. At length
Bismarck’s attention was directed to
the great general, upon whose sagacity
the fortune of the fight so largely de-
pended. Moving up to him, Bismarch
quietly struck a fusee, applied it te
Moltke’s cigar, and the weleome sight
of the blue tobacco smoke curling up
from the commander’s lizs rewarded
| the attention of the charncellor. Bis-
tmarck, drawing back in his solid way,
said, with exultation in his voice: “All
must now be well, Moltke smokes
again.” The battle was won.

Kimberley After the Siege,

A city relieved after a siege is @
queer place. Julian Ralph, in *“An
American with Lord Roberts,” says
that there never were so few horses
in the streets of any modern town as
were to be seen in Kimberley, when
its four tragi: m-n h« were over. Of
course there were no horses; the peo-
ple had eaten them. The dogs con-
sisted of bones, with a tongue hang-
ing out. They looked like frames of
dogs in process of construction.

The shops were open but the clerksy
had grown to be as automatic aa
cuckoo-clocks. Instead of saying:
“Cuckoo! cuckoo!” they kept on re-
marking: “All out, ma’am! All out,
sir!” in-reference to the necessaries
of life.

“Milk for my coffee,” ordered the
newcomer.

“The regulars has the only milk
there is,” replied the restaurant—
keeper. “Likewise the jam, and they
won’t give it up.”

“Give me a mateh,” was the next
request, and the host replied:
“There’s the candle. The matches
run out in November.”

He Wanted Too Maekh,

“You say you think your boy has
too great an appetite,” said the phyasl
cian to an anxious mother. “Do yow
realize how much a growing boy cam
eat?”

“I should think I ougkt to, if any
body doe2s,” returned the boy’s par
ent. “I'll just put the case to you,
doctor.

“Where w~ were, up in the moun
tains, this summer, the waitress woule
come in and say to my boy: *‘We haw
fried fish, sieak, liver and bacon, bakeg
and fried pota“oes, rye biscuit, muffing
and dry toast.’

“And that bey Ned would say: ‘IT'L
take it all, please—and some eggs.” "=
Youth’s Companion.
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SEND YOUR WORK TO THE

Bourbon _
Laundry Co.
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and its connecting
lines to the

P an-Americ an

Exposition

BUFFALO
May 1st to Nov. 1st, 1901,

Excursion rates and special train service
will be ennounced later. The Pan-
American, the greatest American Expos-
ition since the World's Fair. Imposing
architecture, wonderful displays, special
features, dazzling Midway.
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from Exposition
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on Queen & Crescent night trains,
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Ar Louisville 1100am §80pm

Trains marked thus f run daily except
Sunday; other trains run daily.
Through Sleepers between {.onhvme,
Lexington amd New VYork without
change,
For rates, Sleeping Car reservations
or any information call on
F. B. CARR,
Agent L. & N. R R, Paris, Ky,
vz, GEORGE W. BARNEY,
Niv Paaa. Agent, Levingtoz K»
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Tickets reading via Big Four and
Lake Shore will te good on Steamer
Line in either direction between Cleve-
land and Bnffalo withont extra charge

C.C.CLARE,T.P. A.,
Chattanooga, Tenn.
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Are prepared to promptly dye, clean,
press and repair clothicg in a satisfac-
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Catalogue at once.

Lockyecar's  Business Gollege
<omsing @ Evansville, Indiana  ®

Dyspepsia Gure

Digests what you eat.

This preparation contains all of the
digestants and digests all kinds of
food. Itgivesinstantreliefand never
fails to cure. It allowsyou to eat all
the .o0d vz want. The most sensitive
stomachs can take it. By its use many
thousands of dyspeptics have been
cured after everything else failed. It
prevents formation of gason the stom-
ach, relieving all distress after eating.
Dieting unnecessary. Pleasant to take.

it can’t help
but do you good

Srepared only by E. 0. DEWrTT & CO., Chicago
‘!hg sl bot.tlye c{)nmnl 2% times the 50c. sizd

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH
PENNYI. PILLS

‘Safe. Always reliable. Ladies, ask Druggiss for
CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH in EBed and
Gold metallic boxes, sealed with blue ribbon.
Take o other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send 4e. in stamps for Particulars, Testi-
monials and “ Relief for Ladies,” in letter,
by return JIail. 10,000 Testimonials. Sold by
all Druggists.

CHICHESTER CHEMICAL CO.
2310¢ Madison Square, PHILA., PA,
Mention this paper.

ISR T Y ST PR T

Notice.

To Policy Holders in Old Line Com
panies: Bewareof the confidence game
played by the pious Insurance Agent,
who wants to do you the favor of
switching you from your company to
his. All companies write aumerous
plans of insurance and every plan costs
a different price. You get value re-
ceived for any plan you buy, from any
Old Line Company When the con-
fidence man shows you a plan differing
from the one you have, which is part of
the game, and shounld you prefer this
particular plan write to the Agent or
Company who insured you and get it,
and thereby save what you paid. Don’t
be an easy mark. There are millions of
dollars lost each year by policyholders
being duped by confidence men.

H. C. WiLson.

This Will Interest Many.

—_—

To quickly introduce B. B. B. (Bo-
tanic Blood Balm), the famous Southern
blood cure, into new homes, we will
send, absolutely free, 10,000 trial treat-
ments. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
quickly cures old ulcers, carbuucles,
pimples of offensive eruptions, pains in
bones or joints, rhenmatism, scrofula,
exezema, itching skin and blond humors,
cancer, eating, fegfering sores, boils,
catarrh, or any blood or skin trouble.
Botanic Blood 3alm (B. B. B) heals
every sorve or pimple, makes the blood
pure and rich and stops alt aches and
pains. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
thoroughly tested for thirty years in
hospital and private practice, and has
cured thousands of cases given up as
hopeless. Sold at drug stores, $1 per

cine sent at once, prepaid. Describa
trouble and free medicaF advice given.
and 'm‘J t

For free treatmment write
to Blood Balm Co., Atlanta, Ga Medi-



